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In the intervals CC trade-and the 24r-I
als came often and lingered. when the

-hermometer registered 92 degrees-the
Terks at Bruces drifted togetber

21
spars

-roups, to talk. It was all there was to

!n. The notirn counter elbowed the stock-
,Ig counter, and Old Adm-eeeybody at
:ruce's called hin Old Adimai- erf'see
ociably wilh Gregory Knox. They Weer
he oldest clerks In the store and wee get-
ing gray in the service.
"'My hot. ain't it? Stockin's ata't rumni'

:-al spry today?" Old Ada said, with a
-heerful laugh. He leaned over the coma-
ir and fanned his round, red face with a
-notion" palm leaf.
"Well. I guess not! All the swels are out

-.f town and poor folis can go barefoot
his weather. What's the matter with you.
ld man? You don't look peart."

I guess I look as peart's I feel." Greg-
ry Knox answered.
".You're played out. sonny. What you

oeed's a week or two off. You tackle the
-os tonight and see what you can do."
A smile curved the other man's lips. It
vould have been a bitter smile if there had
een time enough before the patient lines
"ttled back into place. The whole pallid.
w.eary face was patient.
"I've been gettin' my courage screwed.

oh. I'll tackle him; but what's the use?"
He shrugged his spare shoulders under

the rusty seersucker coat.
"You goin' to try It. Adam?"
"Me? Oh, I'm all right. I get aboard

my wheel at close-up. and skite out Into
-he country a ways. Nothin' like it-not in
-his world. That's all the country I need.
-et a wheel, man, get a wheel!"
Again the bitter smile that lost itself In

-catience. Gregory Knox was thinking of
'he wheel he was trying to get for Peggy.
*3oth the other girls had them. He had one
.f his whimsical fancies that perhaps his
'hance might come when he got to the
-treets of gold.
The slow afternoon crawled toward close-

up. Instantly at the stroke of 6 the clerks

7'--

-Ehf A week off Man nlive. are you
dalt f" he cried sharply.

iurrid towarl the great doors that swung
,tween theun and freedom. But Greg'ry
In..x t, k another way.
"W~sh y.ou luck, old man, called Old
liam af.r him. But good luck look,,d

Iuhful. The boss-in Bruce's dialect-wa-i
ut of temper. The heat and confinement
asyied him.
"Eh? A week off? Man altve. are you
:ft?'' h- cried. sharply. "Don't you know

re short-handed now? The young cubs
ave to go-can't hold 'em in. But you
11 chaps are our standbys. You've had
tour fling."
"Yes-yes".' murmured Gregory Knox ah-
.ntly. When had he had his fling? He
xas watching the boss fold up a trout pole,
jo!nt on joint. Then his pale blue eyes
roamed to the litter of flies and lines and
linkers on the desk. He had been thinking
1 a trout pole all day lor.g-queer! But
is had been a slender sapling, fresh cut.
Would this complicated bamboo affair catch
a fuller s.ring of fish than he used to catch
with his sapling? What beauties they had
een! How the sun ha: silvered their wet
backs! Queer, how all day long he had
been thinking of trout and a l:ttle thread
,f shadowy water, rippling under willow
trees. He gazed away out of the window,
td insteud of listless-moving crowds a
b'arefoot boy with a string of trout crossed
his reLinas.
"There. sir, that's the swell'st trouting

-uttit thire-ll be In the Adirondacks this
ammer: You can't beat It," the boss said.

in be't r spir 7ts."*No, sir-h, no." Grewrory Knox said.
" th-n. it's pretty surprisin' what a
ring i ish you can haul in with a sap-
n' frsh cut. You get one jest sappy"'-rh and j-t the right bigness-I tell

When he turned away a moment later
-he b'ss caFed him back.
"Oh. I say, Knox!" he called. "I take
we -In l-t you off for a day-say. to-

',".rr w. We-ll manage som-how. Not at
l-no: ait all-no thanks. man! Wish youonil Iaex."
Ia Gregory Knox had not thanked him

Th-. r s-r-l no occasion. The zhread of
1i:.rk wa'ar ran under willows a hundred
'nt fif:y mil. away.
The b,'ss had re-lented suddenly. The
h".1 of lz:mk'. Wat'on, running In both
-'-ir vein's, had forgi'd a link of good
fellowsip hetween him and the little old
eerk. Such a slender link! What would
a day off-<mne day-ava'l over a hundred
and fifty mihrs? Rur in the morning Greg-
ory Knox followed a sudden Impulse and
slipped dlown to the sea to catch a glimpse
of ma and the girls. He had not meant to
an until the last minute. and he went In his
ret'abby sto~re suit and forgot to change his
-hirt. On the train remorse assailed him
.hrrply. What would ma say? No. cer-
tainly not: ma must not see him In that
dubious guise-ma, who was making her
.,ne-month-tong struggle for gentIlIty in a
ireat hotel by the sea. It was her one
chance for the year-he'rs and the girls'.
Ilhey dreamted of it, and pa worked for it
he year round.
"I oght to' hsvp fixed up for ma's sake

and the girls'," thought Gregory Knox guIlt-
ly. an-I !n a mitt' the holiday's zest had
vanished. He settled back dully on the hot
velvet cushions and made hIs plans wearIly.
Its would keep out of sIght--that would be
,-asy enough in such crowds-and ma and
he girls need never know he had been
there at all. P woid be nlce lest to see
'em enjoy in' themselves, he said.

"I'll keep on the outskIrts, out o' their
sight: my old elothes won't do 'em any
harm that way."
Poor little stocking counter clerk! He had

always teen oin the outskirts, and he was
fifty years told!
But when he had settled himself on the

great, hot beach, hidden in the lee of a
mnighty bosider. whom should he see
dancing down the beach toward his hiding
place but Peggy In her dainty bathing suit.
She was all alone, and she made a pretty
picture to pa's admiring eyes.
Peggy was the baby and hIs favorite. In

his quiet secret way he worsh'ped at lIttleMadcap Peggy's restlems feet. The other girls
called him pa, but she called him daddy.
How pretty she looked in that lIttle blue andiwhite rigt The little oil-skin cap perched on
her brown head had a saucy, witching aIr.
But Gregory Knox shrank back in the

lee of his roek. A minute too late, daddyl
Per Peggy had seen him.
"Dsddy I-of all things, great and small

things! Daddy Knox!"
"Yes, It's me, Peggy" he answered meek-ly,
"It Is. as sure as I Uive! But where'd you

drop out of-. balloon? Did you comne oa
the wings of the-bt therm isn't any, not abreathl Wel', tell me about it, daddy."
She threw herself In the sand beside him
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befo, her and dadd experIenced eyesfell on them at once. He was so well ac-quainted with stockingsl He noticed in-stantly that they were rusty and loose-fibered Then he saw the. little "gobbled"darn is them. Peggy was not renowned forneed ewee
.
Poor d3 alazy weav." he thought.'Couldn't have me from Bruce's. Mineare fast black and you can't see daylightthrough 'em either."
Fire away, daddy. Don't you see thelady's Wating?"

Peggy's clear, laughing voice interruptedhis thoughts.and brought him back from
the Stocking counter at Bruces to the
great, hot beach with the sea at his feet.
"Er-why, yes. Peggy, yes. What was I

sayin"
"That's the trouble; you weren't saying

a solitary word. Daddy Knox! Just moon-
Ing-or selling stockings"

"Sellin' stockings-you've hit the nail,
Peggy! That's what I was doin', sure. It
kinder comes second nature to me. That's
what I expected to be doin' this minute,
but the boss gave me a day off, so I ran
down here-I hankered to see a little ha-
rum-scarum girl o' mine. But you see" (he
lowered his voice confidentially). "I never
thougnt to fix up, so I'm keepin' dark. I
wouldn't have your ma see me this way
for the best pair o' silk stockin's at
Bruce's."
Peggy eyed the crumpled shirt bosom with

palpable disfavor. Her eyes trave ed over
the shabby little figure, taking in the shiny
seams and the frayed edges disapprovingly.
How little and-and seedy daddy was!
"Yes. ma'd have a fit-two fits," she said

promptly. You'll have to remain incog.,
daddy. Now, I don't mind-I'm not In full
dress myself! So I'm wi ling to fellowship
with you. Ill run up across lots to our
room and tell them I'm not going down to
dinner, and then I'll trouble you for a sil-
ver half dollar, kind sir, and buy our :unch
at a restaurant. And we'll eat it right here
out of a paper bag! Larks!"
Her eyes were still on daddy. She was

seeing many new things-the hollows in
his temples, the patient droop to his lips,
the whitening hair around his bald spot.
She was seeing how "stoop shouldered"
daddy was getting to be, and how tired-
tired-tired he looked. It seemed to Peggy.
lying there in the warm sand beside daddy,
as if she was just being introduced to him.
She reached out a little sea-browned hand
and slowly threaded the scant gray hair
between her fingers. The softness and slik-
iness of it surpr:sed her. She had never
known before that daddy's hair was soft
and silky.
"But it's thin, daddy. I believe to my

soul you're growing old. Aren't you
ashamed of yourself. sir? The Idea!"
"No elder than some other fo'ks this side

o' the sea, puss," retorted daddy, with a
boyish laugh. He did not feel o d just then.
lie fell young. It was so plea.'ant to have
.ggy all to himsif. and to lle, resting,

with the gentle boom of the breakers in his
ear.

'You're growin' old, too, ma'am. Bless
my soul, wasn't it day before yesterday
you had the colic and I toted you up and
down the nurrery floor! Up and down-up
and down-did you ever say enough? Not

lie prodded her whimsically with his fin-
ger, but she was not listening to his banter.
"You're t:red, daddy, that's what," she

cried, abruptly. "You need a lark-a long
one: not just a mean little twenty-four
hour one like this. See. there are crow's
feet around your eyes. and you're not old
'nugh for crow's feet. One. two, three.
four-who ever heard of a crow with four
f.-et? Daddy, do you hear? You must have
a good, long holiday. You shall stay right
down here with us.. I guess we can find
ctean shirts encugh. You shall not go home
a step till we go."
Gregory Knox shook his head slowly.

"And loe my job, little one? Then who'd
get the bread and butter? No, not I'm hav-
ing my lark today with you. I'm satisfied.
We old fellows at the store have to stand
by the sh'p while the young bloods are hav-
ing their outings. It's the law. Besides, a
place like this. my dear, wouldn't do for
me. Think of your ma. No. no; I'd rather
go to the trout brook at home and lie on
the banks and fish."
"Yes, daddy. yes; go on." Her eyes were

on his kindled old face and his were on a
fleck of white sail in the offing. He began
to speak again dreamIly, as if to himself.
"I'd like to see Simeon again, too. We

always went troutin' together-he and me-
but I could haul In the most fish every
time. Sim warn't much of an angler. He'd
lay with his eyes shut and say poems to
me. Poor Sim! That's about all the
poetry he ever had, or me, either. It
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Hewoke out of his day dream a mInute
later, in time to see Peggy skimming over
the beach toward one of the looming hotels
in the background of the sea. She had for-
gotten all about her dip in the surf. She
came hack again, by and by, with the paper
bag of lunch, and they ate it together in the
lee of the big boulder. Daddy was very gay
and scalcely noticed Peggy's preoccupation,
She said good-bye to him in midafternoon
and he waited alone for train time,
"Ma," Peggy said, coming upon her sud-

denly, with her novel, on the broad hotel
veranda, "Ma, it's played out. I'm going
up home. I'm going tonight-this very to-
tight that ever is. I guess daddy'll be gladto see me. and I've got enough of this
[p!ace. I'm too young to flirt around with
the gir's, and I'm too old to dig in the sand
with the babies. That's what I'd like-to
have a little red pall and a shovel and 1ig.
That's living. But as long as I can't, I
auess I'll go home. I'm going upstairs now
and pac'k up."
Ma folded down the corner of a leaf to

keep her place. She was used to Peggy's
whIms and wasn unastonished.
"But, Peggy, it's only half through tihe

month-there's two whole weeks left," she
said, slowly, In her heart, ma was relieved.
Peggy's ways were apt to be disconcertIng,
and she would be sate and well with pa.
She'd be company for him, too.p rpa.
Without any objection Peggy was allowed

to put her things together and go. When
the train was well under way she went
ahead to daddy'. car to surprise him, He
was asitting by himslf in the front et the
car. The panp.. beg of lnch re-n..t. ...

in his hand, and he was absently twisting
and untwisting it, Peggy saw the tragedy
coming She got there just in time to see
daddy regarding the torn bag in dismay.
while fragments of ham sandwiches oozed
out and dropped to the floor.

"I'll pick 'em up-don't stoop, daddy," she
said, quietly.
"Peggy Knox!" cried daddy.
"Don't mention it-sh! I'm traveling In-

cog," whispered Peggy. Then they both
laughed and settled comfortably for the trip
home. Peggy explained rather ambiguous-
ly that she thought she'd run up home for
a day.
"Take my day off, you know, daddy," she

said, gaily. "You won't mind having me
keep house for you a day, will you? I can
boil tea to perfection, and I'll make you
fritters for breakfast. Then I can do some
shopping between times. If you're a very
good old daddy indeed, I'll buy my stock-
ings of you!"
On the next morning but one daddy went

down to Bruce's with a long face. It waN
the morning Peggy was going back to ma
and the girls. He had taken it for granted,
and it filled him with homesick misery. It
had been so pleasant to have the child at
home. c She had taken his lonely old heart
by storm.
He hung up his hat and began mechan-

ically to straighten some of the boxes in
one of the tie's behind the counter. He had
not thought to say good morning to old
Adam, as usual. It was Peggy-gay, little.
harum-scarum Peggy-daddy was thinking
of.
"Oh, I say, Mr. Knox, good day to you,

sir!" some one out in the aisle was saying.
It was the boss. He leaned over the coun-
ter and pulled his sleeve. "I say, Knox,.
you don't look pulled together yet. You
need another day off. Why not take-say, a
fortnight, and go somewhere trout fishing-
Adirondack way, you know? Can as well
as not-don't say a word! Fact Is, I've

"But it's thin, Daddy, I belleve to any
seal you're growing old."

made arran'gements with somebody to take
your place and you've got to go. Can't help
yourself Stay two week., and-er-you
needh't trouble about your pay. That'll go
right on, you know. Might as well go to-
day-why not?"
He was gone before the astonished little

man behind the stocking counter had re-
covered himself. Old Adam was regarding
him with a grin.
"Got your walkin' ticket, eh?" he drawled.

"Well, you deserve it! You won't be half a
man till you get out Into the woods some-
wheres and holler. Put in for all you're
worth-you need it! Let yourself go, old
man, for once. rd go with you if I hadn't
got an engagement with my wheel. I say,
man. I'm powerful glad the boss has come
round. He ain't half bad. Now put on
your hat and start-shoo!"

It was half-past 8-there was time to get
the 10 o'clock train that went straight to-
ward the little dark brook under the wil-
lows. There was time!-time!-time!

If Peggy had only stayed long enough to
know! it would please Peggy.
On the 10 o'clock train Gregory Knox sat

back in his seat and wished again that
Peggy could know. le had half a mind
to telegraph her; but on second thought
decided to wait and write from Sim's. He
coild tell Peggy-so many things that would
be interesting; then-how her 'ncle Simeon
looked. and how the old place had stood
the wear and tear of thirty years-anl
whether the tall tree apptles tasted as good
as they used to-andl if the trout were
biting well. Ie would write Peggy a long
letter-the first letter he had ever written to
one of the girls. He was glad the first one
would be to Peggy.
Two weeks later Gregory Knox, brown

and happy. got off the train in the crowded
city station. Ie walked away with a
springy stride that fitted his little stooped
figure oddly. People turned to look again
at his happy face.
The whim seized him to walk by Bruce's

and see how It lookeo from an outsider's
standpoint-to stand and look Idly in the
big windows, as outsiders did. Then an-
other whim, to go In at the great swinging
doors and loIter through the aisles-all but
the stocking counter aisle. Not that- that
would break the spell.

"I'll buy a little mite of a present for
Peggy-that's what." Peggy always said
"that's what," and he smiled at :he
thought. His heart was hungry to see
Peggy. and he had reckoned that she and
ma and the girls would he home, 1pow, in a
day or two. Their month was over.
'Now, what'll I get?" he mused, idlingalong lazily and refusing to look at the

familiar faces of the clerks. "What d,
Peggles like? Fancy notions of some sort
-I may have to go to Old Adam's counter
now! Not If I can help it. It's too near
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Bruee's was at 4 shaw, but it was late
twilight when Beggywicame home. She
knew daddy woudd betithere, and she had
lingered on the 11'. Ih heard her coming
in and called outwbruswely:"Who's there? nHoldmap your handsl"
"Can't do it, daddy uthey're plum full.

Why don't you heve adight?"She spoke witle nernus hilarity, mum-
bling something Judistit about trains that
lost time and herdic meu that went around
Robin Hood's bas to Unload their passen-
gers. A .

"I'm the advance gvard, you know,
daddy," she cried. "Ma and the girls are
coming tomorrovn I had a let-mm-that
is, the month's ups, Noesore putting on airs
for the Knozes! I. Wbare are you you.
daddy-on the bouch It's dark as a
pocket." Z
"A man gets 'al-powerful fagged out

tendin' Stockin's.g The, couch oughter be
the place for him," he groaned dismally.She felt her way to him across the room.
At the couch she knelt beside him and felt
for his face.
"If I find the crew', feet I'll know it'

you and not a counterfeit daddy. Here we
are! Daddy Knox, where are the Othdr
two?"
"Under the willows, beside a trout stream.

Peggy. How many feet would you have
a crow have? Aren't two enoughy.'Taken off her guard, Peggy put her lipsto his ear and whispered:"Did-did the fish bite, daddy?"The day of reckoning was at hand.

UlIUSUAL PIE RECIPES,
Queer TLug. Used in Various Parts

of the Centry.
FrOm the Aseriesa Kitchen Magare.
The "pie-belt" is generally supposed to be

best developed in New England, but I
doubt -if in quartity or kinds of pies any
state therein can quite equal some of the
middle states. Marvelous ingenuity has
been shown in the Invention of certain pies
that are more or less local, and that in a
few more years will doubtless have be-
come absolutely unknown. it is only in lo-
calities too remote from railroads to have
a variety of foreign fruits brought at all
seasons of the year, that such recipes a.
some I am about to describe still survive.In farming districts, where pie is consider-ed a necessary article of diet in at least two
out of three meals, when the season ofsmall fruits has passed, housewives haveonly apples and dried fruits to fall back
upon with which to make pies. So It is not
strange that some recipes quite unknown tourban families should have been devised.There, too, in pies as in preserves, varietyis counted of consequence. In localitieswhere elderberries are made into jelly and
marmalade, they are also used for pies.Pies made of dried .apples, stewed andmashed, are common in springtime in vari-
ous parts of the United States, but, as far
as I can learn, it is less customary to makethem of a mixture of dried apple sauce
and green currants. As a little girl, many
a quart of green currants have I pickedand stemmed, some for plain currant pie,others to sprinkle in the dried apple piefilling, and others to stew for sauce. Where
fresh fruits, save apples, are rare or un-
known, any acid flavor, I suppose, Is grate-ful after a long winter. I have been told
that the sour leaves of both wood and field
sorrel (Oxalis and Rumex) are sometimes
pressed into service in pie-making In some
of the Canadian provinces. Ir. parts of
the west, farmers' ,wives gather the greenfruit of the wild frost-grape for pies,though I think this.ls more "to make a
change," as they say, since the.grapes blos-
som and mature so late that in most placesthere must be other fruits before the
grapes are large enough to cook.
Speaking of these wild grapes, I wonderif country housewives still preserve them

according to a fashion I well knew a gen-eration and more ag) It was alway,; called
"laying down." You would hear one neigh-bor say to another, "I've been laying down
my grapes." One or two frosts were con-
sidered necessary to ripen the fragrant
clusters hanging from the wild vines that
gracefully clambered over our Virginia rail
fences, or festooned tall tree trunks on
the edge of the woods. A stone jar or
milk crock was filled with fine bunches of
the wild fruit, which was then almost
covered with molasses and put away in
some cool closet or down cellar. After
some weeks; or even months, both fruit
and liquid had a sweet-sour, spicy tang
that was very pleasant. The grapes, with
a little of the rich juice, were served as a
sweet pickle, or in some families the grapes
were removed from the stems, and, covered
with the juice, used to make pies.
The cream pies of my day, still surviv-

ing in the part of Ohio where I was reared,
were very different from the cream-cakes
of the bakeries. The pie pan was lined
with crust, then it was filled with rich
cream that had been well sweetened. Into
this was sifted very slowly from a dredg-
ing box a little flour-perhaps a dessert-
sp'oonful to one pie. About a dessert
spoonful of butter was cut up into small
bits and scattered over the cream. A
pinch of cinnamon was added. This made
an Indigestibly rich but delicious dessert.
Arother queer northern Ohio dish is known
as cheese pie. A cup of the curd obtained
from sour milk by draining off Its whey is
beaten with two eggs, a little sweet milk
and "sugar to taste."

INFLAMMATORY RREUMATISB.

Something About Thiv Dreaded and
Generally Unfamiliar Malady.

From the Youth's Ouinpanion.
The name rheumatism is applied to a

great variety of affections accompanied
with pain in the joints or muscles, some of
them more of a gouty or uric acid nature,
others probably of infectious origin, and
cthers still the expression of some disease
of the nervous structures.
Acute articular, or Inflammatory, rheuma.

tism is a disease characterized by pain and
swelling in one or more of the joints, usual-
ly the larger ones, such as the knee, to-
gether with fever of more or less intensity.
It is a disease of temperate climates, es-
pecially in cold and damp regions, being
very seldom seen in the tropics. It occars
in this country chiefly in late winter and
early spring, although it may occur, par-
ticularly on the seacoast, at any time of the
year. In England it is said to be most fre-
quent in the autumn.

It attacks persons between the ages of
fifteen and forty more commonly than those
who are older or younger.
Physicians are not yet agreed as to its

nature, although many now incline to re-
gard it as a germ disease. It begins grad-
ually, with slight aching in the limbs, sore
throat and a general feeling of depression.
The appetite falls, the tongue is heavily
coated, often there is complaint of nead-
ache and of chilly sensations, and the saf-
ferer is generally "out of sorts." There is
feverishness, and as this increases, pain and
swelling appear in one or more of the large
joints. The joints attacked are hot, red
and exquisitely painful, and have every
appearance of being severely inflamed,
All these symptoms may disappear in a

single night from one joint and appear at
the same time in another; and so the dis-
ease may go on, attacking one joint after
another, those first affected recovering
much of their tone and function. One of
the characteristic symptoms is profuse per-
spiration; the skin is not red and dry, as in
most fever., but cool, moist and sometimes
actually dripping with sweat.
The disease may coipp to an end in a week

or ten days, or it may go on attacking ;omnt
after joint, and wheni all have suffered it
may begin over again, and so go on indefi-
r.itely. As long as the rheumatism is con-
fined to the joints there is little danger, al-
though occasionally death results from ex-
cessive fever; but there is aiways danger
that it may attack the lining membrane of
the heart and cripple the organ permanent-
ly. Rarely it attacks the membrane of the
brain, causing violent deliriufn or death.

The Maiden's Wish,
From the Philadelphia Press.
"I'm going to hug you," he cried, *"Wore-

warned is forearmed, you know."
"Four-armed?' she murmured, blushing

vividly; "would that you had been fore-
warned!"

The Sieeping Sentinel.
Mary L. 0. fEnbinson, In Life.
One dsy she laid aside the little cap-
That framed so fittingly her pensive face,And with a purple ribn casught the laceThat, like a sortess, entwined a threat
Round ss a bird's that pours forth love's glad steg
Then, as she soght har liage in the glams,ilhe saw-a seemed tnesea adow pass,And heard--or seemed to hear-a gentle rap:
"Tap, tap-tap, tsp-deetheart, srt the withag
Swiftly she esnght the rtbben ean the lees,And fixed the li tte esp again Isplc
Blnshing from brew deinerS to dipe eb."0 thou, who knncket at my tuiwu e
She called, "thou camnt not enter in. Departl"Andi when te king sounded as eo,

seb cria& "3essaramet gsse me

Eerhan he Eset, witp ~hsideeIelits ill she seemed to hear thetre
fast rs ert~s
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FINE ARTS EXHIBIT
A Descripion of the Gaeries at the

Paris Iposition.
WORD oF A RCAN ,AC

How the Display Compares With
That at Chicago.

INARTISTIC BUILDINGS

(Copyright, 1900, by 0. M. Kurts.)
Special Correspondence of The Zveneng Star.

PARIS, June 28, 1900.
The visitor to the Chicago exposition of

1893 could scarcely avoid a feeling of sad-
ness that the splendid white palaces, so
artistic, so dignified and so Impremive,
were to exist for a season only and then to
disappear-to be remembered only as a
dream is remembered-in this case a dream
of architectural beauty exceeding all other
dreams and all realities. The visitor to the
Paris exposition of 1900 is oppressed by no
such feeling. He can contemplate the pros-
pective disappearance of the majority of
the flamboyant, fantastic structures here
with composure, for the exposition of 1900
is a disfigurement of Paris quite as con-
spicuously as the exposition of 1893 was a
glorification of Chicago.
The present Paris exposition cannot in

any way compete with Paris itself in at-
tractiveness. The views In the old Tuiller-
les gardens, with the stately buildings of
the Louvre in the background: the views
in the beautiful gardens of the Luxem-
bourg, the views up and down the Seine-
taking in Notre Dame, the old Conciergerie,the graceful spire of the Saint Chapellenr.d the picturesque Tour St. Jacques; theviews from Montmartre, from the Arc de
Triomphe and from many other points, are
artistically far superior and far more im-
pressive than anything afforded by the ex-
poition.
The best of the exposition vistas are

those obtainable from the new Alexander
III ?,ridge, down the Seine and over theFeplanade des Invalides. from the Pont de
l'Alma and from the Trocadero toward the
Elffel tower, and vice vers. But none of
these compares in beauty or picturesquenessvith the views about the "Court of Honor,"the view from there looking toward the ArtPalace or the general view of the expositionbuildings from the lake, at Chicago. And
while the various European exhibits atParis may be more numerous, more com-prehensive, more carefully selected and
more advanced in certain ways than those
which were at Chicago, the exposition as a
whole creates no such general Impressionof magnitude and Importance as was createdby the Columbian exposition.

Inartistic Structures.
The exposition structures, as a rule, are

pretentious, overloaded with ornament,
artificial looking and utterly lacking in dig-
nity. They are very evidently "only for
the moment;" they do not comport in char-
acter with the exhibits with which they
are crowded. There are a few exceptionsto this general characterization: The two
art -palaces, which are permanent struc-
tures, are fine in most of their details, and
the buildings reproducing features of "oldParis" are exceeding'y picturesque and
well placed-though these last are not ex-
position structures in the specific sense any
more than are the buildings of the various
foreign powers-some of which are admir-
'able, while others are needlessly hideous--
or those of the numerous concessionaires
from various parts of the world.
The grand palace of fine arts, in which

the contemporary art exhibits of the var-
lous nations are shown, is far better adapt-
ed for its purpose than was the art palace
at Chicago, but in its exterior it is not
nearly so dignified or impressive as the
Chicago building. Both the grand palace
and the palace of retrospective art are
most admirable in their general features,
but both are disfigured by portals that are
at variance with the other portions of the
structures and that depreciate the fine ef-
fect their beautiful colonnades would have
had if unbroken by such disproportionate
and inharmonious projections.

Contemporary Art.
The exhibit of contemporary art is not

quite so large as that made at Chicago.
and while some nations show to better ad-
vantage here others were dfiore creditably
represented there.
The contemporary art exhibit of France

is enormously larger here than was that
at Chicago. but it averages about the same
in quality. Many of the pictures exposed
in Chicago are in evidence here, prominent
among which are some of the strong por-
traits by Bonnat. including the Ernest
Renan. the beautiful portrait of Madame
Gauthereau and other works by Cortois;
the Horses of Besnard. the nude dancing
figures of Collin, and so on. Many of the
leading French painters are represented
here much more fully than at Chicago,
notably among them being Roybet, who
exhibits, among other strong works. his
colossal "Charles the Bold at Nesle,"
which was shown at the St. I~ouis exposi-
tion three years ago, and Jean Beraud,
with his somewhat irreverent interpreta-
tions of bibtican subjects with types of
character, costume and scenic surround-
ings borrowed from the Paris of the pres-
ent time.

Constat's "Victoria."
Thea there is Benjamin Constant's por-

trait of Q~ueen Viotoria, in royal robes and
crown, seated on the throne, This, while
one of the most pretentious, is one of the
most inefficient of Benjamnin Constant's
works. The figure of the queen presents
the appearance of an overfed ghost. It
emphasizes the least attractive feature of
the monarch's personality in its outlines,
It lacks substance and gives no suggestion
whatever of the queen's womanly character
and dignity. The figure is entirely subordi-
nate to the architectural details and gor-
geous adornments of the throne. In color
}he composition is monotonous.
One painter alone, in the French section,

stands head and shoulders above his fel-
lows--Dagnan-Bouveret-who was very in-
adequately represented at Chicago, but who
is seen here at his best. His "Last Supper"
is the most impressive picture in the French
section. In conception, in composition, in
color and in all artistic qualities It Is one
of the great pictures of our time. 'The
Consorlpts"-bought by the French govern-
ment s few years ago-is another of Dag-
nan's partiouiarly fine works shown, and
this picture ranks among the masterpieces
of art.

In Retreset.
In the French retrospective soto-'ase

senting the past hundred years of painting
in Franoc-which is in another pert of the1
srt palace, erne finds ecellnt representa-
tien of umerly all the men who have een-
tributed towarg imaking France tamsm in
aut-4.eluding, of ourse, "the men of 130,"
It isa lesure ts resorc the bat that the

uma ametien of Une arts Is cne of
the moat attractivea ma +t. a..t..,-..t

P FINE ARTS.

excluding that ot France. This may ee
a broad statement, but it is the truth.
The first impression of the visitor upon

entering the American galleries is of rest-
fulness. The walls are covered with a seft.
gray-green material, having the effect of
brocade, and the pictures are hueg with
liberal spacing-only two rows above "the
line"-and in no way crowded. The drap-
eries. fautells, and so forth. conform in ool-
oring to the scheme of the walls, and the
result gives a decided feeling of relief after
the heavy, conventional red-draped galleries
crowded with pictures frem line to cornice
in most of the galleries of the other sec-
tins.

Six Amereans Ga erses.
There are six galleries in the United

States section, admirably located at the
head of the great staircase at the south-
west corner Of the rotunda of the Art Pal-
ace, and it is safe to say that these gal-
leries contain such a representation of eon-
temporary American pictures as never- be-
fore has been assembled together. While a
number of our painters of the firat rank are
not represented, the works shown dislay
practically the highest achievement of the
exhibitors, and have a general character of
seriousness and dignity, and a degree of in-
dividuality not characteristic of the general
exhibit of any other section.
The most noticeable work shown in this

section is John S. Sargent's portrait groupof Mrs. Carl Meyer and her children, rep-
resenting .a handsome young woman in a
pink silk dress, half reclining on a lightcolored tapestry covered sofa, over the
back of which her two children-a boy and
a girl-are leaning. Artistically, there is no
finer work than this in the exposition. I
do not believe there Is another work in the
Art Palace containing en many of the quali-ties which belong to the work of a greatpainter. Such a picture, like the same
artist's portrait of Mr. Wertheimer-which
hangs in another gallery-may be men-
tioned along with the great works of Ve-
lasquez and Frans Hals. The portrait of
Mrs. Meyer and her children Is carried fur-
ther than most of the work of Mr. Sargent,with which the public is familiar, and
shows the marvelous ability of the painterIn "finishing" so as to satisfy the most ex-
acting demand for realistic detail, while yetPreserving the breadth of handling that
goes with enthusiasm. Mr. Sargent's por-trait of the president of Bryn Mawr Col-
lege is another fine work.
James MacNeill Whistler shows three Im-

portant pictures: A portrait of the artist,
portrait of a lady in black and grty. and an
exquisite portrait of a lady standing by a
mantelpiece with her head reflected in a
mirror. It would require nearly a column
to mention and comment briefly on the
noteworthy work of other American artists
shown.
Nearly all the American p!ctures shown

here have been exhibited at the academy
or society exhibitions at Philadelphia, Chi-
cago. Pittsburg. Cincinnati and St. Louis.
so that any detailed description of them is
unnecessary.

Exhibits of Other Countries.
The British art representation is little

more than a third as large as that at Chi-
cago In 18W. and does not compare with. it
in excellence, and many of the strongest
artists in Great Britain-espec'ally the
Scotchmen-are entirely unrepresented. The
German exhibit, though less than a third as
large as that made at Chicago. is most
creditable. The galleries are handsomelydecorated and the arrangement i' genera lyexcellent. The Austrian exhibit, also, is
particularly fine, far better than that made
at Chicago. The galleries containing the
works of the painters of the Austrian "Se-
cession" and those of the artists of the
Genossenschaft are simply superb in their
exquisite decoration and general arrange-
ment. They are the most beautiful galler-les In the Art Palace.
The Spanish exhibit is about half the size

of that made at Chicago, and is less inter-esting. The Italian section Is redeemed by
a most interesting collection of the remark-
able work of the late Giovanni Segantini.Segantini was one of the most individualpainters of our time. His method was abso-
lutely his own. He was serious. pains-taking In the extreme and combined Im-pressionism. realism and poetic sentimentin his work. Perhaps no other pictures in
the exposition will be the subject of more
discussion or more diverse expressions ofopin!on than his. But he was a greatpainter and his death was a deplorable loss
to art.
The Holland exhibit is much smaller thanthat country's exhibit at Chicago, and is

not equal to the latter in quality. The Bel-gan exhibit Is also smaller than that ma-le
at Chicago, but Is rather better. TheScandinavian sections, as usual, are ex-
tremely interesting. Here painters of origi-rialit y and ind!viduality predominate. Amongt'hese men of the north one finds a sturdyhonest frankness and oftentImes a most3aptivating naivete. They paint the truth
as they see it, and they see it through hu-
man eyes and feel it with very humanhearts. The artificial plays little part withthem. Of the Swedish painters Zorn un-
questionably stands at the head, and in the
art section of his enuntry he is representedby his portrait of King Oscar Ut, by "TheMother"-an attractive young Swedish wo-
man, with a child in her arms-and by"Midnight at Mora, June 24." a festivescene under brlght sunlight. While theseare pictures of great vigor and consummate
art, Zorn is not so- well represented as he
was at Chicago, nor is Swedish art as a
whole.

National Gallea-ies.
As Zorn is the leader in Sweden, eo is

Kroyer in Dlenmark. The D~anish exhibit,
though smaller here, Is better, on an aver-
age, than was that at Chicago. Kroyer is
splendidly represented by a number of
Important works, His "Meeting of the
Royal Academy of Science at Copenhagen'*
is an enormous composition filled with life-

size figures, The Norwegian section amespeclily strong in landscape. tilxhibits of
the art of Hungary and Croatia-Slavonia
are in galleries adjacent to those of Au.-
tria. By the lamented Munkacsy there aretwo characteristic landscapes, The art ex-
liibit of Russia is about double the sise of

the exhibit made at Chicago, but is not re-
narkable for excellence, Some of the wores
n the section of Finland are among the
best.

The Swiss section contains a considerablestumber of pictures, hut few which call forspecial attention. There is little to at-
tract one in the art exhibits of Bosnla-
IHersegovina, Bulgaria, Equador, Greene,Luxembourg, Mexico, Monaco, Nicaragua,Peru, Portugal, Roumania. San Marino.Ian Salvador. Servia, Turkey or in the smallnternational section. The exhibit of Japan
tonsists mainly of paintings on silk bynodern artists, is handsomely installed in
galleries adjoining the United States sea-
ion, and is extremely attractive and in-

teresting.

Boulpture.
The sculpture exhibits are placed in the

great court of the Grand Paae and in ap.-

iropriate positions in the grounds outside,
Lhs French exhibt naturally is the largest
tnd contansm 640 works, Next in order

Russia, with 187; Italy, with 57; Germany,

P3; the United States, 70; Great Britain, a;
aanW; Hungary, M; Alustla, 45; Bet-

um and Switserald, each 37; Greaes U;
lenmark, 34. and en on.
The United States exhibt of sculpture Is

apecially well pleosi Many of the pl

ipal werks ar arranged in a large -al

riral. immediately under the great dome of

he Art Wi and others are disese

m exceet tiens In the grmme Uh-

Ier the dome are the Iarge mls

ftatue of General5 Shesman, byisn

it. Gaudens; the enormoins groupa spir-

ted horses, the Shak's=peare, the Sir Henry

fane, the YVenos ang aasmbe an the BDe.,iante, by Ma-Mennmse end the bhnes
heoninar. Earl Bitten DanIel Ct 3Vrmen

equestrian statue of Georgte Washington
decorates the United States government
building, and there also is A. Phimister
Proctor's *QuAdriga." le Pilgrim of Au-
gustus St Gaudens stands in a command-
ing position near the entrance to the Pal-
act of Retrespectlive Art.
'Ibee is enough real aft at the Paris ex.

position amply to repay one for all the
time and trosube messaarily involved inaearchjtg It out. but if all the really not .-
worthy productions only could be separatedfrom the vast sea of mediocrity In which
they are mostly submerged a most sulerbeOlIeCttom mght be formed.

CHARLM M. KUrZ.

MICHAEL ANGELO'S MOSES

WIRY 333AE.. LADER as tEgrftl-
=ENTD WETn MOR148.

Medess maintes and Senipterg Fetltw
Elnasival Art mad

wwgtns-

In en of the schools of the District Is a
oopy of Miehael Angelo's Moses. That small
statuette bas been a storm center for weekA,
the pupils ad teachers vieing with each
other in an attempt to Mod an answer to
the qutestion of one of the small pupils, who
gravely queried the why of the incipient
horns whIN Ornament the head of the rug-
ged kader of the tsraetlites, as he to rep-
resented in this masterpiece of Michael
Angele-s. A masterpiece, by the way.which
etarted out to be a Jove or some other fic-
tion of the brain. but which the great sculp.
tOr finally shaped Into the likeness of Pope
Julius and christened "Mosee." For forty
years, just as long as Mooes and his people
wandered 1n the Wilderness. this statue
stood In the workshop of its gifted creator
before the world saw it. but it types todaythe universal conception of the great law-
giver. horns and alL It has been known
for cesturies. though, that the translation
of Habakkuk. Which says "And his bright-
ness was as the light: he had horns coming
out of his hand; " is Incorrect, and the mis-
take of the "Intelligent compositor.' who. in
his illuminated text, got mixed up on his
"as and "Y" and made *qaran" read

eren. as nearly as Hebrew can be made
Into cd English. The former means
"rsS." The latter means "horns," snd
there you ame.
St Jerome. In tendering "his fare shone."in the passage in Exodus, gave it its prim-itive meaning and mistranslation. and has

sent down to us through the ages "faciem
sae cornutam." being "'his face was
horned." Thus it comes that a mistake
stereotyped in stone remains to torment the
youth who likes to know the why of things.Just why artists and sculptors keep on per-petuating this idea is one of the inscrutable
things of life. But, more than anybody else.
perhapa. artists cling to tradition, and since
the great masters gave to Moses horns. it
must be the proper thing to do. and that is
probably why he wears horns in modern as
well as mediaeval art. In the Congressional
Library, on the south side of the big sun-
flower clock. is a gigantic bronze Moses, by
Niehaus. and he has horns that look not
unlike those wonderful bumps that Bn
Butler's big head used to wear. In the
Boston library. John Sargeant. the great
painter, for a centerpiece to a procession of
the prophets, has painted Moses with full
front view, and horns like a Texas steer,
and enfolding him is a queer conventional
kind of drapery that looks like eagles'
wings. In striking and pleasing contrast to
these horned conceptions which the an-
cients have imposed upon us.4knd which we
still accept. Is a copy of a s1,1ndid Moses,
by Plockhorst, repre--nting the archangel
Michael struggling with Sa:an for the dead
body of M .ses. which is uphorn.. hy three
little angels. The Moses has. instead of
horns uran his grandly conceived head.
rays of light. which se.em t- mei-llw and
soften the stern face of the dead law giver.
Plockhorst has nainted real -hild angeis,
too, not fat little kids with lbc, and :1rms
like prize fighters and h.olies like heer
tarks. This heli.tint. which now on ex-
hihitlon in the Library of Cungre-. is a
pretent from the Roval Gallery in B-rrlin.
Nicolas Poussin painted mone twenty pte-

tures of Mses. fron a puduy lile baby in
the burush hasket to Moses "-n gray
Rbtpeor's height.' sme of them with
horns and some of them without. Five of
these pictures are of the haby in the water
and just out of it. and the heads are as
varied as those of Columbus' on the exp-
sition postage stamps. Sem of them Iook
like advertisements for hair recoratives
and others as though wigs would enhance
the appearance of the bald-headed bab es
whose painted faces look as many years old
as the baby Moses had lived mtnutes when
found by Thermutis. Anther by tINl
painter has horns that extend 'ut from the
sides of the head like the ears of a mule.
and represents Moses as striking the rock
in the wilderne-. This Is a very ftnny
picture. anyway, for the came's have heads
lke horses and the horses look like almost
anything that stands on four legs, exceptinghorses.
This curious idea of a horned Moses has

not only been perpetuated by paintings,onins and statues. but has also passed mus-
ter with many writers of acknowledged
fame. Grotius. for Instance, identifies
Moses with the horned Mnev's of Egypt.
and suggests that the phenomenon was in-
tended to remind the Israelites of the gold-
en calf. Spanbelm. however. stigmatises
the efforts of art in this direction as "pre-
posterous lndtaetry." and distinctly attrib-
utes to Jerome a bePlef in the veritab's
horns of Moses. Crude as is the misrans-
lation not one person in ten, as the school
teachers and pupils found out. have any
idea why it is that art!sts and sculptors
still depict Moses with horns.

TO INDIA IY RAIL.

Only Five Eu dred and Eighty-Five
Miles of Road Now Lakaing.

From the London Mail.
All that Is wanted is an agreement be-

tween Britain and Russia as to Afghanis-
tan.
Already the enterprising Muscovite has

extended the scope of the Trianseaspian
railway to such a degree that Russian
cars are actually running wdl inside Af-
ghan territory. Kushk, an Afghan frontier
town, is practically In Russian hands. and
a light ral way is already under conistrue-
tion to the famous Hterat.
That Is the situation on AfghanIstan's

northern frontier. On the south Britieih
India is apparently not less active. The
Bleloochistan railway system terminatintg
at Gulistan Karez, on the Afghan border,
is to be extended, and already work is be-
ing pushed forward In order to conneet
Kandahar with the indian railroad system.
In central Asia RussIa is actively engaged

In surveying and constructing. When this
is completed all that wi:l remain in order to
make It possIble to train from Caila to
Bombay will be to flnk up the chain be-
tween Herat and Kandahar-an inhigntfi-
cant distance of 5% English miles.
The link being made, and the Central

Asian railway finished, London to Bom-
bay will mean that the only chance for
seasickness will he on the twenty-one-mile
strip of channel between Dover and Calais.
Although the distances are nearly sim-

ilar, the comparison between the sea and
land journeys is In favor of the latter. By
the Straits of Gibraltar and the Sues canal
the distance is 6.500O miles. and the time
occupied by the fastest Peninsular and
Oriental steamer Is twenty-one days.
By the land route, allowing the average

approximate speed to be twenty-five miles
an hour by the express trains, the journey
would occupy eleven days. four hours, over
a distance approximately estimated at 6.7ts)
English miles. But twenty-five miles an
hour Is a low estimate. This speed Is on the
average considerably exceeded, even on
Asiatic railways, and, of course, doubled on
European lines.
Two changes of cars would he necessary

on the journey from Calais-at the frontier
on entering Russia and at the Indian fron-
tier. This would be occasioned by the fact
that the Russian lines have a gauge nearly
a foot wider than the rest of European rail-
ways.
But such a route would have its disad-

vantages. The hug stamship co~mpanies
which trade with Indi would be esrioustyaffeted. Bun canal share. would ge down
with a sump. Italy would safer' onesdes
ahty by the dep.eatism of the atmd

malroue

'Toor eraln she weshe had all da,and thea shenf mpasr allnagtt win the
"Whats the amites mt her mets

Why doem't he hjherT"
''Obt he puts in hi tm agia.g Ser

an eigh-heer dayise ths w-e.,...2
.iee"Who muchk ieding shewn atyee grasihes's finasral?"
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